'GREAT  VIGO'S   GOD'

by   Enoch   Arnold   Bennett,   published   the   following

effusion:

'Are you dead, O Bodley Head?
Or has Sir Thomas merely fled?
Fled across the great Atlantic,
With Bodley fervour, hot and frantic;
Fled to give our Western cousins
Modern poets by the dozens,
Or ancient ones in new editions
(Without your prudish, prim omissions 1),
Has he fled, with sign and Head,
To swing them in New York instead?

It can't be true that there are two;

We never could think that of you,

You who stand supreme, unique,

With pointed beard, of cut antique;

We'd rather, frankly give you credit

For making Bodley double-headed;

A new and wondrous inspiration,

To rouse another sleeping nation!

Oh, had you not enough to do,

But you must needs shock New York, too?

Is classic Janus written Lanus?
Great Vigors god, do not disdain us!
We bring you, as a fit oblation,
The blase rising generation.
We pray you, take our sacrifice.
It's subtle, if it isn't nice!
And don't neglect our ancient race
Because you have a newer face.
For, will your beard, your country's pride,
Be just the same on New York side?*
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